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THE    FAIRY    PIPER 

Who  hears  the  fairy  piper  play 

Beneath  the  secret  hill, 
Though  he  should  wander  worlds  away 

Shall  hear  that  music  still. 
Faint,  far  and  sweet,  by  dale  and  down 

Where  white  the  hawthorn  blows — 
Where  rustling  autumn  leaves  are  brown- 

Among  the  winter  snows — 
By  bog  and  moor  and  clanging  town 

It  follows  where  he  goes. 
When  shine  the  merry  morning  skies, 

And  through  the  golden  day, 
Or  when  the  wailing  night-wind  sighs 

And  evening  clouds  are  grey — 
Life-long,  until  the  day  he  dies, 

He  hears  the  piper  play. 


THE    WILD    GEESE* 

O  holy  hills,  for  ever 

Far  off  our  pathway  lies, 
By  peaks  that  coldly  sever 

The  blue  of  alien  skies, 
Where  your  grey  clouds  shall  never 

Speak  peace  to  weary  eyes. 

Dead  hopes  behind  us  flinging, 

With  only  toil  before, 
We,  the  Wild  Geese,  are  winging 

Our  way  from  Erin's  shore, 
The  winds  their  "  Vale  "  singing, 

Ah,  God  !  for  evermore. 

For  evermore  !  Oh,  hear  us, 

Eternal,  strong  to  save, 
When  death  at  last  draws  near  us, 

Afar,  beyond  the  wave, 
No  long-loved  voice  to  cheer  us, — 

One  only  boon  we  crave. 

When  first  our  spirits  sever 
The  bars  wherein  they  pined, 

When  fails  life's  long  endeavour, 
When  earthly  eyes  are  blind, 

Ere  yet  our  souls  for  ever 

Earth's  confines  leave  behind — 

*  "  The  Wild  Geese "  was  the  name  given  to  the 
Irish  exiles  who  after  the  wars  of  William  III.  and 
James  II.  entered  the  service  of  France. 
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Let  not  our  sight  be  holden, 

O  Lord,  as  we  pass  by 
Where  shining  green  and  golden 

The  Irish  meadows  lie, 
And  mountains  mist-enfolden 

Rise  purple  to  the  sky. 

There  let  our  spirits,  passing 
On  that  last  solemn  flight, 

One  moment  linger,  blessing 
The  land  of  their  delight, 

For  the  last  time  confessing 

The  love  death  could  not  blight. 

Perchance  some  dear  one,  hearing 

A  wistful  passing  cry, 
Will  gaze  with  sad  eyes,  peering 

Into  the  lonely  sky, 
And  say,  half-glad,  half-fearing, 

"  The  Wild  Geese  homeward  fly." 


ROMANCE 

A  voice  comes  sliding  along  the  wind, 
Through  the  darkness  I  hear  it  call, 

"  Follow,  follow,  follow  and  find, 
The  wind  of  youth  blows  over  the  wall." 

Borne  on  the  scent  of  rose  and  musk, 
The  voice  goes  by  to  an  elfin  tune, 

"  Call  an  adventure  out  of  the  dusk 
And  ride  on  a  quest  beneath  the  moon." 

Some  night  I,  hearing,  shall  rise  and  go 

Through  wet  white  clover  where  dun  moths 
flit, 

Up  the  glen  where  the  twisted  hawthorns  grow, 
To  the  two  great  stones  at  the  head  of  it. 

There  in  the  starlight  under  my  hand 

The  stone  shall  turn,  the  stone  shall  swing, 

And  show  the  hollow  of  silver  sand, 

The  sword,  the  helm  and  the  twisted  ring. 

The  little  brown  bird  shall  fly  before, 
And  I  shall  follow  o'er  dale  and  down 

Till  we  come  at  last  to  the  carven  door 
In  the  gleaming  walls  of  a  sea-girt  town. 

There  she  dwells  whom  I  loved  long  since 
In  days  forgotten,  when  time  was  young, 

The  bells  shall  ring  for  a  laggard  Prince 
In  towers  where  ancient  banners  are  hung. 
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And  she  shall  come  down  the  winding  stair 
In  her  proud  young  beauty,  and  hail  me  King, 

And  the  people's  plaudits  shall  rend  the  air 
When  I  put  on  her  finger  the  twisted  ring. 

"  Follow,  follow,  follow  and  find, 
Ride  on  a  quest  beneath  the  moon." 

Borne  on  the  wings  of  a  wandering  wind, 
The  voice  goes  by  to  an  elfin  tune. 


VITA    BREVIS 

(An  Elizabethan  Experiment} 

O  thievish  Fate,  that  day  by  day 
Stealest  our  niggard  hours  away, 
Wert  thou  more  lavish,  I  could  show 
Thee  to  what  stature  man  may  grow. 
A  thousand  years  were  not  too  much 
To  put  all  knowledge  to  the  touch. 
Had  I  five  hundred,  I  might  try 
To  spell  the  scriptures  of  the  sky, 
Or  hid  in  some  sequestered  nook 
Behold  an  acorn  grow  an  oak, 
Or  trace  from  Nineveh  and  Tyre 
The  secret  of  the  world's  desire. 
Had  I  but  space  enough,  I  would 
Subdue  all  nature  to  my  mood  ; 
Harness  the  seas,  the  winds  command, 
And  weigh  the  planets  in  my  hand. 
But  let  me  make  what  speed  I  may, 
Time,  mocking,  steals  upon  his  way ; 
Youth,  love,  ambition,  learning,  all 
Before  his  iron  sickle  fall. 
Spread  we  our  pinions  ne'er  so  wide 
Death  sets  the  limits  of  our  pride ; 
Like  towering  falcons,  at  a  gust 
He  brings  our  boastings  to  the  dust, 
And  in  his  dark  and  narrow  room 
Seals  up  the  secret  of  our  doom. 


THE    VAGRANT 

Divil  a  penny  I  have  to  me  name, 
But  it  makes  no  differ  wherever  I  be, 

For  North  or  South,  sure  it's  all  the  same, 
The're  always  a  bite  an'  a  sup  for  me. 

Divil  a  roof  I  have  to  me  head 
Only  the  roof  o'  the  changin'  sky  ; 

The  ridge  o'  the  world's  me  restin'  bed, 
An'  the  swingin'  stars  are  me  candles  high. 

Divil  a  frien'  I  have  o'  me  own — 

Me  ould  brown  fiddle's  me  neardhest  kin, 

But  I  wudn't  change  wi'  the  king  on  his  throne 
When  I  get  the  feel  o'  her  undher  me  chin. 

Divil  a  scraw  I  have  in  the  Ian' 
To  break  me  heart  wi'  the  rent  to  pay, 

But  there'll  no  wan  gridge  me  the  len'th  o'  a  man 
When  they  come  to  put  me  inundher  the  clay. 


ON    A    BLACKBIRD 

(Killed  in  defence  of  her  nest.} 


Softly  tread  as  ye  draw  near 
To  this  tiny  sepulchre  ; 
No  stone  standing  at  the  head 
Marks  the  virtues  of  the  dead. 
Leaves  that  on  it  lightly  lie 
Make  a  woodland  blazonry  ; 
Slender  grasses  o'er  the  grave 
Drooping  banners  softly  wave 
When  the  wind  with  tender  breath 
Sighs  above  the  place  of  death. 


Tiny  bones  beneath  are  laid ; 
Wings,  whose  airy  flight  is  stayed, 
And  a  heart  for  ever  stilled, 
Which,  though  small,  such  courage  filled 
As  for  love's  sake  did  defy 
Death  and  all  his  armoury. 
Vain,  alas  !  the  fight  she  made, 
Not  a  friend  was  there  to  aid 
When  with  bursting  heart  she  rose 
Fiercely  with  the  foe  to  close, 
Calling,  calling, — all  in  vain  ; 
Sweet  bird  voices  mocked  her  pain, 
Singing  clear  from  tree  and  lawn 
Greetings  to  the  summer  dawn. 
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Tiny  heart,  thy  pangs  are  o'er ; 
Cold  thou  art  for  ever  more ; 
Love,  and  joy,  and  pain  are  past, 
Only  rest  remains  at  last. 
In  this  world  thou'rt  soon  forgot- 
Surely  God  forgetteth  not. 


THE    CHANGELING 

He  stood  alone  outside  the  fairy  hill, 

Beneath  the  horned  moon, 
And  heard  below  the  grasses,  gay  and  shrill. 

An  elfin  tune. 

There  came  to  him  a  memory  faint  and  far 

Of  things  he  once  had  known, — 
A  square  of  window  and  a  twinkling  star, 

A  warm,  hearthstone. 

He  set  soft  feet  upon  the  turfy  path 

Crushing  the  scented  thyme ; 
He  turned  his  back  upon  the  fairy  rath, 

The  hidden  chime. 

He  passed  the  swaying  foxgloves  by  the  wall, 

And  left  the  stream  behind ; 
A  startled  rabbit  through  the  brackens  tall 

Fled  like  the  wind. 

Drawn  by  a  baby  thought  of  mother-eyes, 

He  pattered  down  the  lane 
To  the  low  house,  and  standing  tip-toe-wise, 

Peeped  through  the  pane. 

A  woman  hushed  a  wakeful  child  to  sleep 

Beside  a  dying  fire. 
"  Husho,  husho,"  she  crooned,  "  and  do  not  weep, 

O  heart's  desire." 
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"  Lie  still  and  sleep,  nor  fear  the  fairies'  wile ; 

No  harm,  shall  come  to  thee." 
Outside,  her  baby  saw  the  changeling  smile 

Upon  her  knee. 

With  dimpled  hands  he  beat  upon  the  glass. 

The  woman  drew  the  blind  ; 
'  Husho,  my  child,  dost  hear  the  fairies  pass 

Upon  the  wind  ?  " 


II 


AILILL    AND    ETAIN 

I  am  wasted  with  longing  and  sorrow, 
My  desire  is  as  long  as  a  year. 

0  Death,  if  I  may  not  possess  her, 

Let  me  feel  the  grey  edge  of  thy  spear. 

Lying  here,  without  strength,  without  courage, 
My  thoughts  are  with  former  things — 

When  I  rode  through  the  mists  of  November 
To  feast  in  the  Hall  of  the  Kings. 

At  the  bidding  of  Eochaid,  my  brother, 
We  gathered  his  bridal  to  greet ; 

We  drank  to  the  joy  of  his  wedding 
In  mead  honey-golden  and  sweet. 

As  we  sat,  fell  a  hush  on  the  laughter, 
The  doors  of  red  pine  were  flung  wide, 

And  a  shout  went  up  to  the  heavens 
For  Eochaid,  the  King,  and  his  bride. 

In  her  eyes  was  the  glamour  of  wooing, 
Her  hands  were  the  snow  of  a  night, 

Like  the  foam  of  a  wave  was  her  body, 
In  each  cheek  was  a  dimple's  delight. 

1  gazed,  and  my  heart  was  shaken 
With  desire  and  wonder  and  pain  ; 

Silent  I  stood  'mid  the  shouting, 
My  eyes  on  the  eyes  of  Etain. 
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Their  light  in  my  heart  made  darkness, 
Their  joy  was  an  arrow  that  stings, 

As  back  through  the  mists  of  November, 
I  rode  from  the  Hall  of  the  Kings. 

I  have  given  my  soul  to  an  echo  ; 

Love  seems,  on  the  slope  of  the  grave, 
A  lonely  fight  with  a  shadow, 

The  spending  of  grief  on  a  wave. 


NOVEMBER     POPPIES 

Sadly  the  long  year  draws  unto  its  close  ; 

By  wailing  winds  the  summer's  dirge  is  sung, 
And  far  and  wide  the  shrouding  mists  are  flung 

Across  the  valley  where  the  river  flows  ; 

Bare  branches  chafe  where  the  unthrifty  rose 
Unfolded  to  warm  airs  when  June  was  young, 
And  where  the  spiced  honeysuckles  clung 

The  shuddering  hedge  awaits  December  snows. 

Alone,  amid  the  ruin  of  the  year 

Defiant  of  their  doom,  and  fiercely  gay 
As  when  they  opened  to  the  August  morn, 

The  poppies  still  their  scarlet  banners  rear ; 
Like  men  who,  in  a  hostile  land  astray, 
Yet  march  rejoicing  on  a  hope  forlorn. 


WHEN    WE    ARE    OLD 

''  When  we  are  old,"  you  said,  and  plucked  a  rose 
And  held  it  to  your  lips,  "  it  will  be  sweet 
To  walk  together  in  the  June-tide  heat 

Just  such  another  day,  when  the  wind  blows 

Warm  from  the  south,  and  buttercups  unclose 
Their  varnished  goblets  where  still  pools  repeat 
The  heavy  trees  with  cattle  at  their  feet 

Knee-deep  in  grasses.     Will  you  come  ?  "    "  God 
knows." 

"  God  knows,"  I  said.     To-day  I  come  again 

Along  the  path  that  once  our  footsteps  knew  ; 

The  sunset  reddens  all  the  frozen  wold 
Where  no  flower  opens,  and  the  winds  complain 

In    naked    boughs    that    once    were    green — 
and  you 

Long,  long  are  dead,  and  I,  thank  God,  am  old 


VALEDICTION 

I  wept  last  night  to  think  of  all  thy  pain, 
Yet  found  no  ease  in  weeping,  for  my  tears 
Cannot  for  thee  make  glad  the  bitter  years ; 

Giving  thee  all,  I  yet  must  give  in  vain. 

Alone  the  weary  fight  thou  must  sustain, 
Alone  confront  the  inevitable  spears, 
And  when  the  Victor  his  dark  standard  rears, 

Go  forth  alone  to  meet  his  shadowy  train. 

Alone.  Yet  surely,  somewhere,  it  must  be 
We  two  shall  meet,  and  with  a  glad  surprise 

On  some  far  shore  remote  from  sorrow,  see 
Love's  flame  burn  steady  in  each  other's  eyes — 

No  need  for  any  words  'twixt  thee  and  me, 
Long  schooled  in  silence,  and  in  silence  wise. 
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THE    MAD    MOTHER'S    SONG 

Oh,  tell  me,  did  you  see  my  child, 

And  let  me  go  upon  my  way, 
Though  winter  winds  are  fierce  and  wild, 

And  bitter,  bitter  is  the  day. 

How  can  I  house  me  close  and  warm, 

And  listen  to  the  crickets  sing, 
When  he  is  crying  in  the  storm, 

And  has  no  place  for  sheltering  ? 

A  woman  told  me  he  was  dead, 
But  well  I  know  she  told  me  lies ; 

It  was  another  on  the  bed  ; 
The  tall  white  candles  winked  their  eyes ! 

So  I  go  seeking  up  and  down, 

And  ask  the  kindly  folk  I  meet 
If  they  have  seen  him  in  their  town, 

A  little  boy  with  weary  feet. 

When  cuckoos  bring  the  summer  days 
He  is  not  cold,  he  does  not  cry, 

But  all  day  long  he  shouts  and  plays 
With  little  winds  that  hurry  by. 

Along  the  country  roads  I  go, 
And  seek  him  in  the  flag  and  fern  ; 

He  is  not  far  away,  I  know, 

For  sometimes  when  I  near  the  turn 


I  hear  him  laugh,  I  hear  him  call — 
But  though  I  run  he  is  not  there  ; 

He  hides  among  the  grasses  tall — 
I  cannot  find  him  anywhere. 

Their  bells  the  purple  foxgloves  ring ; 

I  hear  them  very  soft  and  slow ; 
He  touches  them  to  make  them  swing, 

And  show  me  where  I  am  to  go. 

Some  day  when  he  has  fallen  asleep, 
And  I  am  sure  he  cannot  hear, 

So  softly,  softly  up  I'll  creep, 
He  will  not  guess  that  I  am  near. 

And  I  will  hold  him  in  my  arms, 
And  run,  and  run,  and  will  not  tire 

Till  he  is  safe  from  fairy  charms, 
And  sleeping  by  the  turf-red  fire. 
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THE    GLEN    OF    FIGHTING 

Bare  mountains  guard  it,  and  black  waters  keep 
Within  its  breast  an  undisturbed  sleep  ; 
There  no  birds  call,  nor  curving  salmon  leap. 

Around  the  pool  the  withered  rushes  lean, 
Or  blackened  heather  writhes  ;  and  in  between 
The  treacherous  mosses  spread  their  sullen  green. 

No  footstep  breaks  the  silence  ;  the  wild  goat 
Seeks  other  pastures,  and  the  eagles  float 
Above,  and  passing,  scream  with  angry  throat. 

But  shepherds  in  the  gloaming  sometimes  hear 
A  noise  of  battle  by  the  lonely  mere, 
And  hurrying  homewards,  cross  themselves  for 
fear. 

And  one  told  how,  belated  in  the  snow, 

He  heard  the  sound,  and  would,  but  could  not  go, 

So  gazed  into  the  drifting  mists  below. 

And  in  the  moonbeams  saw  a  hand  arise 
Gripping  a  rusty  blade,  and  dreadful  eyes 
Beneath  a  glittering  helm,  and  heard  strange 
cries. 

Then  through  a  rift  an  ancient  banner  flung 
Its  tattered  splendour,  and  around  it  rung 
The  cries  of  men  in  some  forgotten  tongue. 
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Tall  spearheads  pierced  the  mist  a  moment's 

space 

In  ordered  ranks,  then  sank  and  left  no  trace, 
As  a  stone  sinks  into  the  sea's  embrace. 

A  cold  breeze  blew  the  mists  apart.     Between 
Shone  the  pale  beauty  of  an  armed  queen 
Who  gazed,  wide-eyed,  at  one  who  stood  unseen. 

A  crest  glanced  in  the  moon.    She  moved  a  pace 
With  white  arms  spread  ;  and  in  that  dreadful 

place 
Of  battle,  those  dead  lovers  did  embrace. 

And  he  who  watched  told  how,  above  the  twain, 
A  sword  gleamed  in  a  mighty  hand — and  then 
The  pallid  waves  of  fog  filled  all  the  glen. 

Only  he  heard  a  woman  shriek,  and  told 

How,  as  he  fled  along  the  ridges  cold, 

The  noise  of  clashing  steel  behind  him  rolled. 

And  the  fierce  baying  of  a  ghostly  hound, 

Reverberating  from  the  cliffs  around, 

Filled  the  accursed  glen  with  turbulent  sound. 
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PROPHECY  OF  CATHEAD 
THE  DRUID 

O  King,  I  stood  upon  the  outer  rath 
In  the  wild  airs  of  night,  and  marked  the  stars. 
The  wandering  moons,  pointing  with  fingers  pale 
Down  the  vast  spaces  of  the  windless  deep, 
Chanted  their  secret  runes.    I,  Cathbad,  heard  ; 
They  told  me  Deirdre's  tale — a  tale  whereat 
Many  shall  weep  when  Deirdre's  self  shall  be 
As  dust  upon  the  indifferent  wind.     I  saw 
The  story  of  her  days,  who  lies  this  night 
In  her  first  baby  slumber,  knowing  not 
She  shall  be  sought  by  kings.    Her  face  shall  bring 
Exile  on  princes,  and  the  sound  of  wars 
Shall  follow  her.    Deirdre,  O  king,  shall  be 
A  flame  of  beauty  in  the  wastes  of  time, 
Lovely  and  perilous.    For  her  shall  fall 
Great  heroes  and  bright  candles  of  the  Gael ; 
Her  eyes  shall  lead  them  over  alien  seas, 
Her  voice  entreat  them  down  the  ways  of  death. 
And  at  the  last,  O  king,  a  lonely  grave 
Shall  be  her  share — a  little  grave  apart 
Hide  her  sad  beauty  from  the  eyes  of  men  ; 
Above  her  passionate  heart  the  swinging  tides 
Shall  fret  the  salt  sea-sand,  and  o'er  her  rest 
Wild  winds  of  ocean  raise  the  funeral  keen. 
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TEMPUS    FUGIT 


When  last  our  glances  met 

(Time  flies), 

You  gazed  with  Love's  own  eyes. 
The  linked  years  have  flown — but  yet 
I  feel  the  sudden  rapt  surprise, 
Hear  my  heart's  wordless  anthem  rise 
For  joy  at  such  unlooked-for  grace. 

(Time  flies  apace). 


You  loved — you  rode  away — 
(Time  flies) — 
False  as  the  changing  skies, 
Left  me  to  smile  as  women  may 
To  hide  a  heart  grown  old  and  wise, 
While  only  silence  heard  my  sighs, 
Only  sad  night  my  tears  did  trace 
(Time  flies  apace). 


While  flowed  my  bitter  tears 

(Time  flies), 
Had  you  no  memories  ? 
Did  those  long,  cruel,  aching  years 
Pass  by  with  no  accusing  cries, 
No  tardy  pang,  no  swift  surmise, 
No  vision  of  a  lost  embrace  ? 

(Time  flies  apace). 
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We  meet — how  strange — grown  old 

(Time  flies), 

And  gaze  with  altered  eyes. 
Yours  have  forgot  the  age  of  gold, — 
Mine  seek  in  vain.     The  answer  lies 
Buried  among  life's  mysteries. 
I  keep  one  day's  remembered  grace 
(Time  flies  apace). 


MOTHER    OF    EXILES 

Blow,  wind  of  the  world,  wild  wet  wind  over 

the  sea, 
To  where  my  pilgrims  wander,  and  kiss  their 

tired  eyes  ; 
Breathe  soft  of  my  love,  and  the  poor  mother 

heart  in  me, 

Torn    by  my   children  at    home,  loving   too 
much  to  be  wise. 

Pray,    pilgrims    for    me,    dear    strong    hearts, 

scattered  but  brave, 
Arms  of  a  mother  at  night-time  are  stretching 

to  you, 
Pray  for  the  power  to   fight,  and  the  pity  to 

save, 

And  the  strength,  through  failure  and  sorrow 
still  to  be  true. 

O  wanderers  loved,   mine  once,   and  for  ever 

mine, 

Held  by  the  bond  of  the  wood  and  the  dream- 
ing hill ; 
Mine  by  the  call  of  the  bog,  and  the  sob  of  the 

lonely  pine, 

Break  me,  and  curse  me,  and  leave  me,  I  hold 
you  still ! 
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AFTER    DEATH 

When  I  was  dead,  through  utter  weariness, 
I  came  and  looked  upon  my  silent  face, 
That  would  be  nothing  in  so  short  a  space, 

It  learned  so  young  to  bear  and  to  submit, 
It  was  so  saddened  by  the  pain  it  bore, 
That  I  was  glad  that  I  had  done  with  it, 

And  that  no  man  could  harm  it  any  more. 

I  stood  within  my  chamber  and  none  knew  it, 
They  made  mock  show  of  grief  beside  my  bed, 
They  hushed  their  voices  lest  they  rouse  the 

dead, 

Who  had  not  spared  the  living.    Great  display 
They  feigned  of  sorrow  for  the  spirit  passed  ; 
Why,    having   crushed    and   dwarfed   it    day 

by  day, 
Should  they  be  sad  to  see  it  dead  at  last  ? 

There    came   one    near   who    very    much    had 
wronged  me, 

He  laid  his  hand  upon  my  parted  hair ; 

And  sudden  laughed  to  see  me  lying  there  ; 
And  his  rough  laugh  smote  me  with  bitter  pain, 

And  I  was  very  sorry  to  be  dead, 

And  greatly  longed  to  be  alive  again, 
That  I  might  feel  his  hand  upon  my  head. 


GOD'S    FOOL 

He  stumbles   down   the  village  street.      They 

crook 

Their  fingers  as  he  passes  by, 
And  follow  with  disdainful  eye 
His  queer  ungainly  form,  and  uncouth  look. 
Ah  men,  your  petty  scorning  spare, 
He  hath  a  greater  cross  to  bear  ! 

A  woman  turns  from  scoffing  with  the  rest 
To  hush  the  little  child  that  clings, 
Affrighted,  to  her  apron  strings, 
Or  hides  a  little  soft  head  on  her  breast. 
Women,  he  too  was  fair  of  limb, 
And  once  a  mother  prayed  for  him ! 

Ragged  and  queer  and  old,  he  comes  alone, 
But  sometimes  with  mysterious  smile, 
He  mutters  to  himself  the  while, 
Or  stops  to  hold  strange  converse  with  a  stone. 
Ah  men,  beware,  lest  you  should  curse 
The  master  of  the  universe. 

He  claims  acquaintance  with  a  leaf  wind-blown, 
Or  bids  good  morrow  to  a  toad  ; 
So,  far  adown  the  dusty  road 
He  stumbles  forward  into  the  unknown. 
Have  pity  on  his  passing.     He 
Hath  trod  the  road  to  Calvary. 


26 


YOUTH 

He  stood  unmoved  amid  the  vast  display 
Of  wasted  riches,  fallen  pomp  and  pride, 
He  had  not  learnt  that  mighty  Caesar  died, 
Nor  knew  that  Babylon  had  passed  away. 
Men  laughed  who  watched  him  dreaming  day 

by  day,_ 
And  held  him  blind  whose  eyes  were  opened 

wide, 

And  women  pitied  him  and  turned  aside 
To  point,  well-meaning,  where  the  roadway  lay. 
Down  in  men's  blunted  spirits  something 

stirred, 

Their  stoic  wisdom  wavered  ill  at  ease ; 
He  stood  with  the  world's  ashes  in  his  hand 
And  breathed  upon  them  lightly  till  men  heard 
The  far-off  sound  of  newly  wakened  seas 
Upon  the  shores  of  their  lost  fairyland. 
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LITTLE    THINGS 


There's  many  a  thing  in  the  world  there  be, 

an'  I've  seen  a  wheen  in  my  day, 
But  there's  one  or  two  that  stick  in  my  heart 

when  the  rest  have  slipped  away. 
There's  a  long  glen  up  in  the  mountains, 

An'  a  wee  house  under  a  hill, 
An'  a  blackbird  shakin'  a  rowan  tree, 
Shakin'  an'  eatin'  his  fill. 

Rowans  for  the  blackbird, 

Whin  flowers  for  the  bee, 
An'  gleanings  for  the  wee  brown  mouse, 

When  no  one's  there  to  see. 


It  isn't  the  size  o'  the  thing  that  counts, — half 

times  it  is  quare  an'  small, 
It  would  set  you  on  to  wonder  you  took  note 

o'  it  at  all ; 
A  grasshopper  rustlin'  a  heather  bell, 

A  patch  o'  green  on  the  sea, 
Or  a  little  column  o'  cloudy  gnats, 
Over  a  hawthorn  tree. 

Apples  for  the  childer, 

Sweatin'  on  the  shelf, 
An'  a  bite  an'  sup  for  all  who  come 

Off  white  an'  shinin'  delf. 
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There's  miles  o'  blue  Pacific  strange  an'  lonely, 

where  the  burning  sunlight  gleams, 
But  it's  not  thon  waste  o'  waters  that  beats  into 

my  dreams. 
There's  a  wee  bay  wild  wi'  breezes, 

Where  the  rocks  are  dark  an'  steep, 
Where  sweepin'  gulls  go  callin', 
An'  the  sea  can  never  sleep. 

A  wee  bay,  a  blue  bay, 

Tossed  wi'  swirlin'  foam, 
An'  her  barefut  on  the  shinin'  sand, 

Waitin'  the  brown  boat  home. 
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AFTERWARDS 

When  the  day  dawns,  and  we  have  passed  away, 
And  all  those  things  that  kept  us  far  apart, 
The   word's   confinement,    and   the   faltering 

heart, 

Are  left  our  legacies  behind, 
How  much,  dear  heart,  we  two  shall  have  to  say, 
True,  unconfined. 

When  once  again  you  reach  to  me  your  hand, 
And  all  our  pettiness  and  wrongs  disperse 
To  find  their  nothing  in  the  universe, 

When  souls  have  met, 

How  much  we  two  shall  have  to  understand, 
How  much  forget ! 


AN    OLD    DOG 

Now  that  no  shrill  hunting  horn 
Can  arouse  me  at  the  morn, 
Deaf  I  lie  the  long  day  through, 
Dreaming  firelight  dreams  of  you  ; 
Waiting,  patient  through  it  all, 
Till  the  greater  Huntsman  call. 

If  we  are,  as  people  say, 
But  the  creatures  of  a  day, 
Let  me  live,  when  we  must  part, 
A  little  longer  in  your  heart. 
You  were  all  the  God  I  knew, 
I  was  faithful  unto  you. 


PADRAIG 

Yonder  comes  Padraig  the  shuiler  again, 
Wi'  a  hole  in  his  coat,  an'  a  kink  in  his  brain, 
Trampin'  his  lone  the  long  world  through, 
But  he's  never  a  grumblin'  word  for  you. 
For  ever,  he  says,  a  young  child's  feet 
Patter  beside  him  down  the  street. 

Little  he  has  in  the  world,  God  knows, 
Yet  travellin'  on  wi'  a  smile  he  goes, 
In  cold  an'  hunger  his  only  hoard 
A  crust  hard  spared  from  a  poor  man's  board. 
Yet  ever,  he  says,  a  young  child's  song 
Keeps  him  through  winter  from  thinkin'  long. 

Never  a  pillow  he  has  to  his  head, 
The  lonely  ditch  is  his  wanderer's  bed, 
The  bat's  sharp  cry  is  his  drear  goodnight, 
An'  the  wanderin'  moon  his  candlelight. 
Yet  ever,  he  says,  a  young  child's  prayer 
Keeps  evil  spirits  from  hoverin'  near. 

Smilin'  he  goes,  an'  he  asks  no  more 
Than  the  sky  above  an'  the  road  before, 
An'  when  he  falls  in  his  deepest  sleep, 
There'll  be  never  a  one  the  watch  to  keep 
Yet,  "  Mary,  Mother  of  Pity,"  says  he, 
"  Will  find  a  place  for  the  child  an'  me." 


THE  GRAVE  IN  THE  DESERT 

He  lies  face  downward  where  he  fell, 

Sifting  the  dust  between  his  dying  hands, 
Making  confession  to  the  shifting  sands 

Who  guard  their  secret  well. 

He  smiled  to  see  a  fairer  land, 
Clear  pools  and  dewy  grass, 
Then  watched  the  desert  shadows  pass 

In  mocking  waves  of  sand. 

He  saw,  and  knew  not  what  to  trust, 
He  stumbled,  weary,  spent  and  blind, 
Now  o'er  his  head,  a  sullen  wind 

Vexes  the  weary  dust. 
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ETHNE 

The  blinds  were  drawn  ;  there  was  no  need  for 

light,  they  said. 
No  light !    And  yet  they  placed  tall  candles  by 

your  bed. 
I  called  to  you.    "  She  will  not  hear,"  they  said, 

"  nor  know  " — 
And  yet  they  spoke  in  voices  very  low. 

They  closed  your  chamber  door,  and  sealed  the 

casement  glass ; 

Only  one  pane  they  left  to  let  the  spirit  pass. 
Within,  the  air  grew  heavy  with  the  breath 
Of  dying  hyacinth  and  faded  wreath. 

Christ's  cross  between  your  hands,  and  on  your 

eyes  the  lead  ; 
Salt  on  your  breast,  and  drooping  lilies  round 

your  head  ; 
And    down    below    I    heard    the   women    wail 

and  weep, 

And  wondered  that  they  did  not  break  your 
sleep. 
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WATCHERS    ON    SHORE 

We  feel  the  hard  salt  stiffen  on  our  cheeks, 
We  see  the  mist  fly  past  in  blinding  streaks, 
Racked  by  a  fear  that  is  too  great  for  sleep, 
We  stretch  vain  arms  to  the  unheeding  deep. 
We  wait  the  dawn. 

We  shall  not  see  the  signal  of  dictress, 

Silent  we  stand  in  utter  helplessness, 

We  shall  not  hear  the  hopeless  cry  to  save 

Pierce  through  the  crashing  thunder  of  the  wave. 

We  wait  the  dawn. 

The  ocean  furies,  wanton  in  their  greed, 
Fling  back  the  pebbles  and  the  wild  wet  weed. 
What  dearer  booty  will  they  cast  ashore 
To  leave  there  sleeping — God,  for  evermore  ? 
We  wait  the  dawn. 

Sea  and  sky  meet  in  one  fierce  cataract ; 
They  say  the  dome  of  Heaven  is  cracked. 
Darkness,  and  thunder,  and  a  blinding  light — 
O  Son  of  Mary,  walk  the  sea  to-night ! 
We  wait  the  dawn. 
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GLOAMING 

The  rushlight  flickered  up  the  wall  and  died, 
And  I  have  laid  the  busy  wheel  aside, 

And  in  the  gloaming  all  alone  I  sit, 
Watching  faint  shadows  fade  upon  the  hill, 
The  fairy  hill  that  knowing  all,  is  still, 

And  no  one  thinks  of  it. 

White  through  the  gathering  dark  the  roadside 

lies  ; 
A  wanderer's  whistle  wakes  the  air — and  dies ; 

And  all  the  time,  now  far,  now  near, 
There  sounds  through  laughing  winds  the  steady 

beat, 

The  passing  tread  of  little  fairy  feet, 
Which  only  women  hear. 

The  last  light  fades ;  the  darkness  is  so  deep  ! 
The  great  cold  world  is  nestled  down  to  sleep — 

Then  they  come  near,  they  touch  me  on  the 

hand, 

The  dear  soft  loving  things  that  never  die, 
And  all  night  long  great  birds  go  winging  by, 

White  birds  of  fairyland. 

Some  day  the  sun  will  find  the  hearthstone  bare, 
Will  find  the  wheel  unturned,  and  no  one  there  ; 

It  were  so  good,  by  mystic  music  drawn, 
To  rise  at  eventide  and  follow  so, 
But  I  am  grown  so  old  I  fear  to  go, 

Lest  I  should  miss  the  dawn. 
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CAPTAIN  SCOTT 

Here  no  laurel  leaves  are  lying, 

Here  no  flowers  are  laid. 
God's  eternal  ice  shall  hold  him, 
Everlasting  snows  enfold  him, 

One  who  dared  life's  worst — and  dying, 
Faced  death  unafraid. 

Dare  we  grudge  his  quiet  sleeping, 

Who  hath  fought  such  odds  ? 
Envy  him  the  day  completed, 
Facing  death,  yet  undefeated, 
His  honour  in  good  keeping, 
And  his  hand  in  God's  ? 
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ONCE    IN    A    WOOD 

Once,  in  a  wood,  I  whispered  a  prayer  ; 

There  was  no  one  there. 
The  rushes  the  river  bank  along, 

Sang  their  own  song. 

There  was  no  one  there,  not  even  a  bird, 

But  a  fairy  heard, 
And  she  captured  my  prayer  with  her  elfin  might, 

And  I  lost  it  quite. 

She  blew  it  into  a  bubble  of  air, 

Tied  with  gold  hair, 
And  only  laughed  when  the  ball  was  torn 

On  a  rose's  thorn. 

She  charmed  it  into  a  fairy  flower 

In  an  idle  hour, 
And  having  kissed  it,  she  tore  it  apiece 

In  a  wild  caprice. 

She  formed  a  bird  from,  the  shattered  thing, 

With  silvern  wing, 
And  having  taught  it  the  way  to  fly, 

She  let  it  die. 

Only  last  night  the  fairy  came, 

Tired  of  the  game, 
Tired  of  my  poor  twisted  bit  of  a  prayer, 

She  left  it  there. 
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So  I  gathered  it  home,  my  prayer  forlorn, 

Mangled  and  torn, 
And  no  one  I  think  but  a  god  divine 

Would  have  known  it  mine. 
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I  HAVE  BUILT    A    TOWN 

Mine,  all  mine,  I  built  it,  and  lo  !  it  grew ; 

I  blasted  the  mountain  and  hewed  the  wood 
Drained  the  wet  bogland  and  planted  a  town, 

And  it  grew,  and  men  said  it  was  good. 

Mine,  all  mine,  houses  and  temples  and  towers,. 

I  conquered  the  marshes  and  paved  the  street,. 
I  stemmed  the  river  and  built  the  bridges, 

And  set  the  great  heart  of  a  city  a-beat. 

Mine,  all  mine,  I  am  proud  of  this  city  of  mine — 
Till  into  my  heart  sweeps  a  memory  sweet, 

The  haunting  scent  of  the  wet  bog  myrtle, 
And  springy  heather  under  my  feet. 

Mine,  all  mine,  the  shops  and  the  streets  well 
lighted, 

The  traffic  unending,  the  ceaseless  mill. 
But  what  of  the  sheep-tracks  rough  with  boulders, 

And  night-mists  falling  in  valleys  still  ? 

Lost,  all  lost !     For  one  glimpse  at  even 
Of  silent  boglands  where  shadows  pass, 
would  blast  my  town  to  the  gates  of  Hell 
And  bury  my  weary  head  in  the  grass. 
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TREAD   SOFTLY   IN 

Tread  softly  in,  she  prayeth  in  her  sleep, 
Tread  softly  in,  she  hath  her  soul  to  keep, 

Her  peace  to  win  ; 

Only  last  night  through  the  blinding  rain, 
A  little  bird  tapped  at  the  window  pane, 

And  she  let  it  in. 
O  Mary  Mother,  a  bird  at  the  pane, 

And  she  let  it  in  ! 

A  draught  of  herbs  we  brewed  to  give  her  rest, 
And  laid  St.  Bridget's  charm  upon  her  breast, 

To  free  from  sin  ; 

Loud  prayed  the  priest,  but  prayed  in  vain, 
Pining  and  faint  with  mortal  pain, 

She  lies  within. 
O  Mary  Mother,  a  bird  at  the  pane, 

And  she  let  it  in  ! 

O  pray  for  her,  she  hath  great  need  of  prayer ! 
But  yesterday  she  was  divinely  fair, 

Rose  red  her  skin ; 

Only  last  night  through  the  blinding  rain, 
A  little  bird  tapped  at  the  window  pane, 

And  she  let  it  in. 
O  Mary  Mother,  a  bird  at  the  pane, 

And  she  let  it  in  ! 


AFTER    THE    SQUALL 

Twilight !  and  a  red  glow  in  the  evening  sky, 

Soft  mists  on  the  hills,  and  a  starlit  night, 
Never  a  doubtful  note  in  the  curlew's  cry, 
Nor  a  warning  sign  in  the  wild  swan's  flight — 

Never  a  speck  of  foam. 
Five  boats  sailed  out  in  the  evening  light, 
And  one  came  home. 

They  laid  them  out  along  the  yellow  sand, 
Who  yestere'en  passed  by  with  steady  tread. 
One  held  a  bunch  of  sea-weed  in  his  hand, 
Sea  wrack  is  bitter  eating  for  the  dead, 

Salt  waves  a  cruel  wine. 
Towards  the  relentless  day  I  turned  each  head, 

And  found  not  mine. 

To-night  in  many  a  darkened  room  they  keep 
Unbroken  watch,  lest  fiends  the  spirit  take. 
Alone  he  lies  in  unknown  waters  deep, 
Round  him  unceasing  billows  break, 

O'er  him  no  mass  is  said. 
They  bid  me  fight  my  sorrow  for  Christ's  sake — 

They  have  their  dead. 


FEAR    ME    NO    MORE 


Fear  me  no  more.     I  come,  a  soul  forlorn, 
Who  loved  too  much  to  mock,  too  deep  to  scorn 

Your  fallen  head. 

You  need  not  hide  beneath  a  broken  vow, 
There  is  no  man  so  hard  will  blame  you  now, — 

Now  I  am  dead. 


Yes,  you  may  take  me  by  the  hand  once  more, 
And  with  a  strength  they  dared  not  feel  before, 

My  hands  enfold. 

No  longer  they  imperious  to  command, 
They  cannot  know  the  pressure  of  your  hand, — 

They  are  too  cold. 


Yes,  you  may  look  deep  down  into  mine  eyes, 
And  gazing,  seek  that  love  that  never  dies, 

So  long  you  will. 

They  will  not  blame  you  now,  nor  fill  with  tears, 
Nor  flash  with  passions  deep,  nor  foolish  fears, — 

They  are  too  still. 

Yes,  you  may  kiss  me  on  the  lips,  so  long 

As  you  find  comfort  there,  they  were  so  strong, 

They  could  not  fail. 

They  will  not  flinch  to  find  your  lips  so  near, 
They  will  not  flush  to  know  themselves  so  dear,  — 

They  are  too  pale. 
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But  if  you  love  me,  as  you  loved  me  then, 
With  love  that  is  not  known  to  other  men, 

So  strange  and  deep, — 
Go  pile  the  clay  still  higher  o'er  my  head, 
That  I  may  hear  no  more  your  passing  tread,- 

So  I  may  sleep. 
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THE    LADY    OF    TEARS 

Day  long  the  throstle  sobs  in  lonely  splendour, 
In  vain   the  lilies  stretch  their  white  throats 

slender  ; 

Not  till  the  bird  to  gentle  slumber  goes, 
And  tired  of  her  beauty,  sleeps  the  rose, 
When  all  is  silent  and  gloaming  nears, 
She  comes,  the  Lady  of  Tears. 

Vain  the  laburnum  dangles  golden  keys, 
Unseen,  red  toadstools  cluster  round  the  trees ; 
She  heeds  not  mist  nor  rain  nor  anything, 
Nor  trembles  at  the  passing  night  moth's  wing, 
But  in  the  silence,  when  no  man  hears, 
She  walks,  the  Lady  of  Tears. 
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JUDGED 

The  preacher  came  with  a  chastening  rod 

His  creed  to  tell, 

He  preached  of  judgment,  the  vengeance  of  God, 

The  doom  of  Hell. 

But  the  great  God  of  judgment  stooped  and 

smiled, 

Then  to  his  breast 
Gathered  him  up  like  a  tired  child, 
And  bade  him  rest. 
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DEAD    MAN'S    LAND 

I  wandered  into  a  dead  man's  land, 
A  hope  forgotten  pointed  the  way, 

I  was  too  old  to  understand, 
My  lips  too  hard  to  pray. 

I  found  an  altar  in  the  wilderness, 

With  offerings  crowned  of  myrrh  and  spice, 
I  only  had  no  power  to  bless, 

Nor  any  bread  for  sacrifice. 

I  saw  a  figure  silent  with  his  prayer 

Stoop  at  the  altar  steps  to  kiss  the  spot ; 

Then  my  dead  youth  passed  down  the  stair, 
Passed  by,  and  knew  me  not. 
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